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The JecondTart of Henry theSixt. 


Card. I thought as much, hce would be abouc the 
Clouds. 

Glofl. I my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Grace could flye to Heaucn ? 
King. TheTreaiurieof cuerlaftingloy. 
Card.Thy Heauen is on Earth,thinc Eyes &Thoughts 
Beat on a Growne, the Treafure of thy Heart, 
Pernitious Protc&or,dangcrous Peere, 
That fmooth'ft it fo with Kiug and Common-weale* 

Gloft. What, Cardinall? 
Is your Prieft-hood growne peremptorie ? » 
Tant&ne animk Calcfttbm it<e y Church-men fo hot ? 
Good Vnckle hide fuch mallice \ 
With fuch Holy neffc can you doe it? 1 

Suff. No mallice Sir,no more then well becomes 
So good a Quarrell,and fo bad a Peere. 
Glofl. As who,my Lord ? 
Suff. Why,as you, my Lord, 
.A n't like your Lordly Lords Protcdtorfhip. 

Glofl. Why Sufo/ke,lEnghnd knowes thine infolence. 
Qneene. And thy Ambition, Glofler. 
Ktng. Iprythcepeace^good Quecne, 
And whet not on thefe funous Pcercs, 
For blefied are she peace-makers on Earth. 

Card. Let me be bleffed for the Peace I make 
Againft this prowd Proteftor with my Sword. 

Glofl. Faith holy Vnckle,would't were come to that. 
Card. Marry,when thou dar'ft, 
Glofl. Make vp no fadtious numbers for the matter, 
In thine owne perfon anfwere thy abufe. 

Car$. I,vwhere thou dar'ft net pcepe : 
And if thou dar'ft, this Euening, 
On the Eaft fide of the Groue. 
King. How «ow,my Lords * 
Card. Bcleeue me, Coufin Glofier, 
Had not your man put vp the Fowle fo fuddenly, 
We had had more fport. 
Come with thy two-hand Sword. 

Glofl. True Vnckle^re yc aduis'd ? 
The Eaft fide of the Groue : 
Cardinally! am with you. 

King. Why how now, Vnckle Glofier ? 
Glofl. Talking of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Pricft, 
lie fhauc your Crownc for this, 
Or ail my Fence fhall fayle. 

Card. UMcdice tetpfum^otcSiot fee to't welI,prote& 
your fclfe. 

King. The Windes grow high, 
So doe your Stomacks,Lords : 
How irkefome is this Mufick to my heart ? 
When fuch Strings iarre,what hope of Harmony ? 
I pray my Lords let me compound this ftrife. 

Snteronc crying a Miracle, 

'Glofl. What meanes this noyfef 
?elIow,what Miracle do'ft thou proclayoie f 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. 

Suffolke. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi- 
racle. 

One. Forfooth,ablinde man at Saint Albones Shrine, 
Within this halfc houre hath receiu'd his fight, 
A man that ne're faw in his life before. 

King. Now God beprays\j,that to belecuingSoulcs 
Giues Light in Darknefle,Comfort inDcfpaire. 


J 
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Snter the Maior of Saint Albones % and bis TZ r tU 
bearing the wan betwocne two in a Chaju 

Card. Here comes the Townef.men,on P ro 
To prefent your Highnefle with the man. 0n > 

King.Gvczt is his comfort in this Earthly V I 
Although by his fight his finne be multiplved 

Glofl. Stand by,my Mafters,bring hi n) LL<\> » 
His Highnefle pleafure is to talke with him Kln l 

King. Good-fellow,teIl vs here the circu'mftance 
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord ' 
What^aft thou beene long blinde, and now rcftorM I 

Simpc. Borne bhnde,and't pleafe your Gra J 

Wife. Iindecdewashe. y Ce ' 

Suff. What Woman is this? 

Wife. His Wife,and't like your Worfiilp 

Glofl. Hadft thou been his Mochcr,thou Voultfo v 
better told. ul0 »Withaii 

King. Where wert thou borne i 
Simpc. At Barwick in the North, and'c liU 
Grace. m y°* 

King. Poore Soule, 
Gods goodneflc hath beene great to thee : 
Let neuer Day nor Night vnhallowcd paffe, 
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 

Queenc. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam'ft thou here by Chance,or of Deuotion 
To this holy Shrine i 

Simpc. God knowes of pure Deuotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my fleepe,by good Saint Albon : 
Who faid; o>«w*,comc;come offer at ray Shrine, 
And I will helpc thee. 

Wife. Mo(Hrue,forfooth : 
And many time and oft my felfe haue heard a Voycc, 
To call him fo. 

Card, What,art thou lame ? 

Simpc. I,God Almightie heipe mi. 
ftiuff. How cam'ft thou fo ? 

Simpc. A fall off of a Tree. 

Wife. A Plum.tree, Matter. 

Glofl. How long haft thou beene blinde? 

Simpc. O borne fo,Mafter. 

Glofl. What, and would'ft climbe a Tree ? 

Simpc. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 

Wtfe. Too true,and bought his climbing very dcare. 

Glofl. 'Maffe,thou loudft Plummes well, that wouldft 
venture fo, 

Simpc. Alas, good Mafter, roy Wife defired fome 
Damfons, and made me climbe, with danger of my 
Life. 

Glofl. A fubtill Knaue,but yet it fhall not fcrue: 
Let me fee thine Eyes; winck now,now open them, 
In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well. 

Simpc. Yes Mafter, clearc as day, I thankc God and 
Saint Albones. 

Glofl. Say 'ft thou me fo : what Colour is this Cloake 
of? 

Simpc. Red Mafter,Red as Blood. 

Glofl. Whjr that's well faid : What Colour is my 
Gowne of? 

Simpc. Black forfooth,Coale-Black,as let. 

King. Why then, thou know'ft what Colour let is 
of? 

Suff. And yet I thinkeJet did he neuer fee. 

u 7 Gloft M 
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j^O^tes and Go^before ^is day, a 

Neuer before this day,in all his lite. 
Tell me Sirrha.what's my Name ? 
m. AUs Mafter,I know not. 
3. What's his Name? 
I know not. 
Nof his ? 

Noindeede,Mafter. 
What's thine owne Name ? 
Sawder Siwpcoxe % znd if it pleafe yol.jMafter. 
Then Sawder, fit there, 


Simp c 

Qloh 

Gloft. 
Str>fp c ' 


Vac lving'ft KnaiiC inChriftendome. 
Sou hadft beene borne blinde, 
V might'ft as well haue knowne all our Names, 
1 thus toname the feuerall Colour we doe weare. 
£ht may diflinguiOi of Colours : 
jut Wdenty to nominate them all, 
ir is iflipoiTible. 

M Lords,Saint Albone here hath done a Miracle: 
And would ye not thinke it,Cunning to be great, 
That could reftore this Cripple to his Lcggcs againe. 

Simpa* O Mafter,that you could ? 

Glofl. My Matters of Saint Albones, 
Haue you not Beadles in yourTowne, 
AndThings call'd Whippcs? 

Jlfaior. Ye5,my Lord, it it pleafe your Grace, 

Gloft. Then fend for one prefently. 

Mm. Sirrha,goe fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 

Exit. 

■ Gloft. Now fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 
Now Sirrha,if you meane to faue your felfe from Whip- 
ping,lcape me ouer this Stoole 3 and runnc avvaf . 

Simpc. Alas Mafter J am not able to ftand alone : 
You goe about to torture me in vainc. 

Enter a Beadle with Whippes. 

Chft. Well Sir,we mufi: haue you finde your Legges. 
SirrhaBeadle, whippehim till he leape ouer that fame 
Steele. 

'Beadle. I will, my Lord. * 
ComconSirrha,ofF with yoitrDoublct, quickly. 

Simpc* Alas Maftcr,what fliall I doe? i am not able to 
(land. 

After the Beadle hath hit him once, he leape s ouer 
the Stoole, and runnc s away : and they 
follow. andcrj,A Miracle. 
King. O God,feeft thou this,and beareft fo long ? 
gtteene. Itmademc laughjto fee the Villainc runne. 
Gloft. Follow the Knaue,and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas Sir,wc did it for pure need. 
GloftXti the be whipt through euery Market To wnc, 
Till they come to Barwick/rom whence they came. 

Exit. 

Card. Duke Humfrey ha's done a Miracle to day, . 
Sttff. True: made the Lame to leape and flye away. 
Gloft. But you haue done more Miracles then I : 
You made in a day,my Lord,whole To wnes to flye. 

Inter 'Buckingham. 

&*g. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham i 
Buc\. Such as my heart doth tremble to ynfold : 
A fort of naughtie perfons^lcwdly bent, 
Vnder the Countenance and Confedcracic 


Of Lz&y Eleanor, ihz Prote&ors Wife, 
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 
Haue praass'd dangcroufly againft your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Coniurers, 
'Whom we haue apprehended in the Fa&, 
Rayfing vp wicked Spirits from vnder ground, 
Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, 
And other of your Highneffe Priuie Councell, 
As more at large your Grace fhall vnderftand. 

Card. And fo my Lord Proteaor,by this meanes 
Your Ladv is fortb-comming,yet at London. 
This Ncwes I thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge 5 
Tis like,my Lord,you will not keepe your houre. 

Gloft. Ambitious Church-man,leaue to affiift my heart : 
Sorrow and griefe haue vanquish t all my powers ; 
And vanquiflit as I amj yeeld to thee, 
Or to the meaneft Groome. 

King. O God, what mifchiefes work the wicked onesV 
Heaping confiifion on their owne heads thereby. 

Qxcene. q(ofler,(cc here the Taintfure of thy Neft, 
And iookc thy felfe be faultleflc,thou wert beft. 

Cloft. Madame,formyfclfe,to Heauen I doe appeale, 
How I haue lou d my King, and Common-wcalc ; 
And for my Wife,! know not how it ftands, 
Sorry I am to heare what I haue heard, 
Noble fhee is : but if fhee haue forgot 
Honor and Vertue 5 and conuets't with fuch, 
As like to Pytch,dcfilc Nobilicic \ 
I baiiifh her my Bed.and Companie, 
And giue her as a Prey ro Law and Stiame, 
That h3th dis-honored defrers honefl Name.' 

King. Well/or this Night we will repofc vs here : 
To morrow toward London, back againe, 
To looke into rhis Buiineffe thorowly, 
And call thefe foule Ofifcndors to their Anfweres; 
And poyfe theCaufc in Iuftice cquall Scales, 
Whole Beame (lands fure,whofc rightful caufepreuailes. 

llourifh. Exeunt. 

Enter Yorke, Salabury.and Warwick. 

Torke. Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick, 
Oar fimple Sapper ended, giue mc leauc> 
In this clofe W alke 3 to fatisfie my felfe, 
Jn craning your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible,to England* Crowne. 

Salisb. My Lord,! long to heare it at full # 

Warw. Sweet 7V>%begin:and if thy claymebegood, 
The Neuilh arc thy Subiedts to command, 

Torke. Then thus ; 
Edward the third,my Lords,had feuen Sonnes r 
The hx&.Edward the Black-Prince,Prince of Wales 5 
The kcon& t mlltam of Hatfield ; and the third, 
L/<7#<?/>Duke of Clarence ; next to whom, 
Was lohn of Gaunt,theDuke of Lancafter ; 
The (iftjWas Edmond Langley ,Duke of Yorkc j 
The fixt,was Thomas of Woodftock,Duke of Gloftcrj 
William of Windfor was the feuenth,and laft* 
Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 
And left behinde him Richard^ his onely Sonne, 
Who after Edward the third's death, raign'd as King, 
Till Henry Bullingbrooke, Duke of Lancafter, 
The cldcft Sonne and Heire of lohn of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the Name of Henry the fourth, 
Seiz'd on the Realme, depos'd the righttuil King t 
Sent his poore-Queene to France,from whence the camtj 

And 


